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have  gone to heaven for  smaller   things than that.    It was in this spirit, and with this mode of love,, that the saints knelt down to wash the feet of the poor, or stooped to kiss the leper on the cheek.    I have never said one single word to him about what he did.    I do not know to the present moment whether he is aware that I was even conscious of his action.    It is not a thing for which one can render formal thanks in formal words.    I store jt^in jthe treasure-house of my heart^    I keep it there as a secret debt that I am glad to think I can never  possibly repay.    It is embalmed and kept sweet by the myrrh and cassia of many tears.    When wisdom has been  profitless  to  me, philosophy barren, and the proverbs  and   phrases  of  those who have  sought  to  give   me  consolation  as  dust and ashes in my mouth,  the  memory of that little,  lovely,  silent  act  of love  has unsealed for me all the wells of pity: made the desert blossom like a rose, and brought me out of the bitterness of lonely exile into harmony with the wounded, broken, and great heart of the world. When people are able to ui}dersta,nd,, not merely